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A friend I did not want, 
Tears poured down like a storm in the Gulf  Coast, 
At fourteen years of  age I never could predict, 
A chair, big wheels on its side, would be the friend I 
need, 
I rejected it, 
Others close to me did as well, 
Mom not once, though, 
This friend accompanied me along my journey, 
Grocery stores, concerts, ballets, countless places, 
Sitting there, that spinning twister and hot air 
balloon did not go off into the sky, 
The horses stayed in their stable, 
Those symptoms stayed manageable, like a dog who 
listens on command, 
Still, I rejected it, 
Years, I would not get the little blue parking sticker,
Others close to me as well could not accept, 
Mom did not reject once, though, 
At seventeen I went for a fitting
For a new chair to be a friend; more custom to me, 
Physical therapist measured my stance,
I chose the color, Tangerine Metallic, so the sun 
would follow with me, 
‘Might as well embrace the difference,’ I said,
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